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his wives. The priest told him he was going further
on to another tribe and would be back in about a
month. A month passed, the missionary returned
and a great feast was celebrated in his honour,
with all the native ceremonies. After the feast was
over, the priest told the chief that he hoped the wife
who had been given up had been well provded for.
The chief smiled in a childlike way, and pointing to
one of the big cauldrons he said : " Oh, yes, she is
with God. When I decided which one to keep, I
killed the other, and we have been eating her."
As I had lived in England for so long it was
interesting to me to hear the Italian point of view
on all these vital subjects of to-day.
Owing to my having been in continual work in
London, first in Tovarich, which ran for over a year,
and then straight on in The Lady of La Paz, I had
not been able to go to Rome for the last two years.
Happily for me I still have two first cousins left
in Rome, my father's nieces.   One of them is the
daughter of my uncle  Giulio  and his  beautiful
Spanish wife Clotilde,  This cousin, whose name is
Maria, is still a very handsome woman, although
over seventy.   In her youth she was one of the
three most beautiful Roman society girls of the day.
All three were called Maria and were known as le
tre bellissime Marie (the three most beautiful Maries).
The other cousin is the daughter of my uncle
Angelo and she still lives in the Palazzo Vitelleschx
in Rome.  As I go up the stairs to visit her I see in
my mind's eye all those of my family who walked,
and ran up and down, my father, and my uncles;
and the staircase seems haunted with the spirits of
the Vitelleschis who have passed on.   There is